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As they sat down, he pulled it out. Only Olga noticed it in
his hand. She made a movement as if to get up, and sank back
again.
'And there is something else,' he said. The pistol was now
in full view. CA little information, if you please.'
6 Information? ... And what do you mean by drawing a
pistol in my house?' The professor was angry.
Terhaps I should introduce myself,' Marais said. cGolonel
Marais von Hohenlowe, of the German army and at your
service.5 The friendly fat business man had disappeared.
Here was a soldier: a colonel. As he spoke, his whole bearing
had changed.
'Yes, information, Professor,' he said. cYour formula...
and you, madame,' he included Olga, ethe papers that our
dead friend confided to your care. Not that they are of im-
portance now, but I wish to include them in my dispatch.3
If there was anything in Channel's belief in telepathy, this
would surely prove it. Olga was calling for him in her mind,
calling his name.,. willing him to come. Channel... Channel.
It was extraordinary how cool she felt: as if she were a specta-
tor. Her husband was, too. So was Retief. Everyone... at
least they looked it. Even Marais with his pistol in his hand.
She looked at herself in the mirror. I look very nice, she
thought It was like a play, like acting in a melodrama. Only
as yet it was not melodrama. It was all so quiet, so restrained,
so good-tempered. Marais' arrival, his giving them the news
of Bentinck's death and then holding them up, like a bandit.
No, not at all like a bandit. Her hand went up to her hair.
She felt for a hairpin that was loose and pushed it in. So she
had been right in suspecting Marais. It was so easy, now
that she knew. How easy it was to be wise after the event...
to lock the stable door after... His continual good temper,
his geniality, his neatness that was even greater than Chan-
nel's, his interests here and there that took him on trips.